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impatiently towards the adjoining room; " will nothing stop their
infernal throats 1"

Messrs. Pyke and Pluck heard the exclamation, and stopped
immediately, winking to each other as they did so, and filling their
glasses to the brim, as some recompense for the deprivation of
speech.

" Damn I" muttered the sick man between his teeth, and
writhing impatiently in his bed. "Isn't this mattress hard
enough, and the room dull enough, and the pain bad enough, but
they must torture me 1 What's the time 1n

" Half-past eight," replied his friend.

" Here, draw the table nearer, and let us have the cards again,"
said Sir Mulberry. " More piquet. Gome."

It was curious to see how eagerly the sick man, debarred from
any change of position save the mere turning of his head from side
to side, watched every motion of his friend in the progress of the
game; and with what eagerness and interest he played, and yet
how warily and coolly. His address and skill were more than
twenty times a match for his adversary, who could make little
head against them, even when fortune favoured him with good
cards, which was not often the case. Sir Mulberry won every
game; and when his companion threw down the cards, and refused
to play any longer, thrust forth his wasted arm and caught up the
stakes with a boastful oath, and the same hoarse laugh, though
considerably lowered in tone, that had resounded in Ralph
Mckleby's dining-room months before.

While he was thus occupied, his man appeared, to announce
that Mr. Ralph Mckleby was below, and wished to know how he
was to-night.

" Better," said Sir Mulberry, impatiently.

" Mr. Mckleby wishes to know, Sir------"

"I tell you, better," replied Sir Mulberry, striking his hand
upon the table.

The man hesitated for a moment or two, and then said that
Mr. Mckleby had requested permission to see Sir Mulberry Hawk,
if it was not inconvenient.

" It is inconvenient. I can't see him. I can't see anybody,"
said his master, more violently than before. "You know that,
you blockhead."

" I am very sorry, Sir," returned the man. * But Mr. Nickleby
pressed so much, Sir------"

The fact was, that Ralph Mckleby had bribed the man, who,
being anxious to earn his money with a view to future favours,
held the door in his hand, and ventured to linger still